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Their fUl-fed Heroes, their pacific May'rs,
Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars:
Tho' long my Party built on me their hopes,
For writing Pamphlets, and for roasting Popes;
Yet lo! in me what authors have to brag on!              285

Reduc'd at last to hiss in my own dragon.
Avert it Heav'n! that thou, my Gibber, e'er
Should'st wag a serpent-tail in Smithfield fair!
Like the vile straw that's blown about the streets,
The needy Poet sticks to all he meets,                       290

Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast,
And carry'd off in some Dog's tail at last.
Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling stone,
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on,
Safe hi its heaviness, shall never stray,                      295

But lick up ev'ry blockhead in the way.
Thee shall the Patriot, thee the Courtier ta$te,
And ev'ry year be duller than the last.
'Till rais'd from booths, to Theatre, to Court,
Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport.                 300

Already Opera prepares the way,
The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway:
Let her thy heart, next Drabs and Dice, engage,
The third mad passion of thy doting age.
Teach thou the warb'ling Polypheme to roar,           305

295 shall] can 1743^ 1749.      296 But lick] And licks 1743^

282. <A iii 28o>.         283. Tho* long my Party <A iii 281).
297. Thee shall the Patriot, &c. <A iii 299).
302. the surefore-runner <The \vits had been complaining of the effect of Opera
on public taste since the beginning of the century. In the epilogue to Tamerlane
(1702), Rowe had written anxiously of the effect upon tragedy of "Harmony
-with Beauty join'd"; and in the prologue to The Royal Convert (1707) he had
told his audience that their taste was rapidly degenerating:
Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing-Song, win ye;
Harmonious Peg, and warbling Valentini.}
305. Polyphcme] He translated the Italian Opera of Polifemo; but unfortun-
ately lost the whole jest of the story. The Cyclops asks Ulysses his name, who tells
him his name is Noman: After his eye is put out, he roars and calls the Brother